%Alarum 0 . 


trumpets 
ccaje,. 


The hi{loty 

For what he has he gin cs, what thinkeshe flicwes, 

.Ycr giues hce not till ludgenicnt guide his bounty. 

Nor dignifies an impare thought with breath;. 

Manly as Hethr, but more dangerous. 

For Hector in his blaze or wrath fubferibes 
To tender obiefts,buthe in heateof aSion, 

Is more vindi catiue then icalous lone. 

They call him T roylus , and on him cre&, 

A fccond hope as fairely built as Hcttor: 

Thusfaies zAzhcm one that knowes che youth, 

Euen to his ynebes .* and with priuatefoule 
Did in great Illion thus tranflate him to me. 

Ag*. They are in addon. 

Nefl. Now Aicix hould thincowne*. 

Troy, Htttor thou llecp’ft awake thee, 

Aga, His blowes are well difpo’d,there Aiax, 

JDtom . You muft no more. 
zs£ne. Princes enough fo plcafeyou. 

Aiax, I am not w arme yet.iet vs fight againe, 

Dhm. As Hcttor plcafes. 

Heel, Why then will I no more. 

Thou art great Lord my fathers lifters Sonne, 

A couzcn german to great Priams feede. 

The obligation of our bloud forbids, 

A gory emulation twixt vs twaine: 

Were thy commixtion Grecke and Troyan fo. 

That thou couldftlay this hand is Grecian all: 

And this is Troyan^tiie linn ewes of this legge 
All Greekc , and this all Troy .• my mothers bloud, 

Runnes on the dexter cheeke, and thisfinifter 
Bounds in my fathers. By Aw/mulcipocenc 
Thou fhouldft not bearefrem meeaGrcekilb member. 
Wherein my fvvord had not imprefime made. 

But the iuft Gods gain-fay. 

That any day thou borrowd’fi from thy mother. 

My facred Aunt ? fhould by my mortal fword. 

Be drained. Let me embrace thee Aiax: 

By him that thunders thou haft lufty arrnes. 

Hector 


of Troy I*# ttnd Crejftida. 

*A « X - 1 tn “ tle an d too free a man, 

bM " fa0 ” 

Wtat further you will d°* 

Bell. Wecie anfwer it, f arev vell. 

My famous cofin to w \fh,and great 4 sicktlles 

DiomX* d the valiant Heitor. 

Bu. for' AM" Jf, Jy U 

Sh ‘H 6 1 dl >™e. »< “ “ " K 

From Sean of very hearr, ft . MMHemmn. 

jyerm.My well-fam d Lord y ^r, greeting 

1 Om. ■ 

You brace of warlike brothers 
Belt Who muft we anlwer - 

vS«e. The noble hi , £aunt l«t thankes, 
jielt. O you my Lord.by M* (Mock 
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